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By this time the terrible slaughter of the long-
continued battle was filling the heart of Yudhishthir
with sorrow and dismay. It seemed so useless,
so unavailing to continue a struggle in which the two
sides were filled with such grim determination and
were, on the whole, so evenly matched. But on the
next day the battle began again, and the fighting was
fiercer than ever, while Yudhishthir performed deeds
of valour as glorious as the rest.

Now there was among the Pandav forces a brave
young warrior who, strange to say, had been born a
princess, but had been changed by the gods into a
prince, perhaps in order that the great leader Bhisma
should die in battle like a true warrior and yet
should not fall before his foes in an even contest.
Bhisma knew the young prince, whose name was
Sikhandin, and was aware of his strange story;
consequently, having sworn never to fight with " one
who was born a woman/3 when he met him in the
full tide of battle, he lowered his bow and stood
defenceless. In a moment he was overwhelmed
by a shower of arrows and spears and fell mortally
wounded in his chariot just as the sun was setting.
This great calamity united the leaders of the opposing
forces for a time. It was on a couch of Arjun's
arrows that they laid the dying warrior chieftain,
while the archer wept for him as a son mourns for a
beloved father. Yudhishthir stood near in silence
bitterly cursing the war, while Duryodhan was also
present to hear the dying words of the great leader.
" Listen to me, my prince/5 he said in a gentle tone.